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Never Leave Me 


Author's Notes: 
| made this up. 


He stood up, and | ran my hand through my hair, felt the mattress shift. | glanced at him, watched him pull on 
the shirt | had wriggled myself out of earlier, let my eyes follow him as he snatched a pack of cigarettes out 
of his jeans, watched him light one. 


| studied the orange flame of the lighter, watched him take a quick drag and let the cigg hang loosely from in 
between his index- and middlefinger. With a few quick strodes he walked up to the door of the balchony and 
opened it, staring out into the starlight dark of the night and turning his back towards me. Everything took 
place under a deathly silence, with only the sounds of the city accompanying us. 


Slowly | sat up in bed, sighed and ran my hand through my thick, dark curls again. | bit my lower lip and put 
my feet on the cold floor of the hotelroom. 


‘What's the matter, Ax?! 


| got no response, only watched him lean himself against the doorsill, crossing his arms over his chest the 


best his stance would allow, still smoking his cigarette. He shifted his weight onto one leg. 


| located my own jeans right by the side of my left foot and bent over slightly to pull them on, but | didn't let 


my gaze waver from him even for a second. 


‘Aint you freezing? | asked carefully. He didn't reply, but | could see the goosebumps on his nude thighs in the 
moonlight. 


| stood up, stretched my arms into the air and shook my head. The smoke from his thin, cherry lips swirled 
slowly up into the chilly right-air and disappeared. | took the last few steps towards him and hesitated, then 


put an insecure hand on his shoulder. He jerked away. 

‘Lemme be: 

His voice was hoarse and strained, and instead of listening to him and doing what he asked of me, | put my 
arms around his shoulders, pulled him close to me and rested my forehead against the back of his head. Now, 
it was up to him. He could either try to go against it and we'd start fighting, or he'd let me comfort him. 
Which it would be, | couldn't tell. 

‘No, | won't. What is it? 

His hostile attitude seemed to melt away in the wink of eye, because he threw the cigg at the cold stonefloor 
of the balcony, and turned around in my embrace. He snaked his trembeling arms around my waist, twined his 
hands behind the small of my back and leaned his head against the side of my neck. 

| murmured tenderly in his ear, ‘I'm here, baby.. if you'd only let me.. 

Suddenly he began to cry, slid his arms up under mine and gripped my shoulders harshly from behind, pressing 
himself as tightly against me as the laws of physics would allow, clinging onto me. | felt his hot, wet tears 
against my skin, and gently reached up to caress his red-gold hair, rocked him peacefully in my arms. | let my 


eyes flutter shut and took a deep breath, inhaling his sweet scent. So he wasn't going to hit me tonight: 


‘You're not gonna tell me what its all about this time either, huh? | asked when the worst part of his weeping 


and shaking seemed to have subsided. He shook his head. ‘Was it that bad? 
He nodded. 
‘You know | only wanna help you, | tried again. He nodded, but gave me no answer. 


| supposed this had something to do with his horrific past. | always liked to believe | knew everything there 


was to know, but now and again some new, painful memory or flash of light appeared, and it was obvious that 


tonight he wasn't going to share whatever it was that had upset him in the first place, and pressing Axl was 
something | rather wouldn't. A pressed Axl was an angry Axl, and an angry Axl was something | didn't want to 
cope with at any moment, if | could prevent it. 

After a while, he mumbled in a thick voice, ‘Saul. 

‘Hm? | responded. He raised his head and looked at me with blodshot, emerald eyes. 


‘I'm freezing: 


He seemed so lost.! placed a gentle hand to cup his cheek and wipe a stray tear away with my thumb. He 
smiled sadly and closed his eyes, so | took the opportunity to place a chaste kiss on his lips. 


‘You oughta be, you're wearing a T in the middle of October: 

He chuckled quietly. 

‘You're wearing only a T." | added, and kissed his nose. 

He blushed, ‘Oh, shut up.. 

| took his hand smoothly in mine and led him towards the bed. It wasn't a big bed, as it was a room for one 
person only; his room. He laid down and crept beneath the covers all the way up against the wall, then held it 
out and met my eyes. 


‘Stay with me tonight, Saul." he murmured. 


‘Do you really want that? | asked and sat down on the edge of the bed, stroking his cheek with the back of my 
hand. He nodded shyly. 


‘Yes, | do! 

| nodded back as an answer, wriggled out of my jeans again and laid down. He pulled the cover up over both of 
us, and | held him tightly against my chest. He let one hand snake up to rest it just over my heart. Then he 
looked me straight in the eyes. 

‘| love you, Saul, he said. 

‘| love you too, Axl, | replied and kissed first both his cheeks, then the bridge and tip of his nose. 


‘Would you make me a promise?" 


‘Anything,’ | said and held him closer still, sliding my fingers through his soft, silky strands. 


He laid one hand at the back of my neck, caressing my scalp with his thumb. ‘Promise you'll never leave me: 
| stared at him in surprise. ‘Why'd you even say that? 

‘Just answer me,' he said, and looked at me with uncertainty and insecurity in his eyes. ‘Do you promise? 

| kissed his lips softly. ‘| promise. I'll never leave you: 

‘That's good. he closed his eyes and smiled, yawning. ‘Good night, Saul. 


‘Sleep well, Axl, | murmured and rested my forehead against his, took his free hand in mine and stroke it 
affectionately until | could hear his brief snores. 


